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quent of him, and I knew how he longed to show it to me himself.
Next morning in New York we got through our modest shopping by eleven and decided to leave at once. The roads were so good that we reached Greenfield very early, where we had dinner, and then, as the moon was full, we thought that instead of spending the night there we would go on to Cornish. Alas, we reckoned without knowledge, for the concrete roads we had been speeding over suddenly ended and we found ourselves in sand nearly up to the hubs, where we could make no time. As we toiled laboriously along, the night air in the mountains got like ice and we shivered with cold. We were dressed for June motoring in Washington, but not in the Vermont and New Hampshire mountains. However, there was nothing to do but roll up in rugs and go on.
Very tired, and very cold, we reached our haven at 2 a.m. where we found the housekeeper up with a warm fire and a hot supper to welcome us; and a request from the White House to call up at once upon arrival as several messages had been sent to Greenfield, and later to Harlakenden, to know what had happened to us. So Helen telephoned to Mr. Rodier at the Executive Offices, to tell him we were not lost.
It was too late to see the house that night, or to do anything but get a hot bath and go to bed. But there was ample opportunity the next day, for poor little Helen was completely done up from our trip and could not lift her head from the pillow. After seeing that she was better left alone, I wandered through the big house by myself and found it very lovely and comfortable. It was like an English country house, long and low, with a charming out-of-doors dining-room at one end, opening off the formal dining-room, which was architecturally balanced on the opposite side by a sunny terrace overlooking the Connecticut River. There was a long music room opening on the terrace, with many deep-set windows and a great fireplace.